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I WANT TO BE A CAMEL 



I want to be an angel, was once the lyric cry. 

Then let such go be angels — Heaven speed them! But 

not I! 
I want to be a camel and with the camels stand, 
With no career, no destiny, no strategic work at hand. 

For angels must on missions go, and haste at mercy's 

beck; 
And social service is their forte, and rushing round like 

heck; 
But camels feel no mighty urge, nor duty's pushing palm; 
They never do committee work, nor haste to prayer and 

psalm. 

I want to be a camel and like a camel grace 
With majesty and dignity my individual pace; 
Oblivious to schedules and to programs I would be, 
And wholly deaf to crises and to opportunity. 

As to raiment, imperturbable; serene in winter's fur, 
And calm in spring when off it drops as it moth-eaten 

were; 
Impervious to climate, be it Peking dust or mud! 
Ye gods! Grant me a camel's life and time to chew my 
cud! 




PEKINESE EASE 



There's a mischievous myth that the Orient boasts tran- 
quility, ease, and repose, 

But this is a fable I feign would combat — and I'm speak- 
ing as some one that knows. 

It has a false ring to a man from Peking who, unless he 
keeps right on the hop, 

Will be under the wheel of an automobile, and telling 
his tale to a cop. 

It sounds very well, in a volume of travel, to read of the 

leisurely whim. 
Of the life of the East; but — don't be convinced if you 

value your life or your limb; 
For down the dim alleys, over hill-tips and valleys, 

comes the gasoline monster, full-speed, 
With no laws of traffic, specific or graphic, to caution 

the rider to heed. 

So beware of the myth of the Orient's sloth! To the 

motor's honk-honk lend an ear — 
Unless you prefer that your nearest of kin shall be 

drawing insurance each year. 
For in dust-choking scurry, in safety-blind hurry, in 

victims from death barely snatched, 
The automobile of our city, I feel, has the Occident 

equally matched. 




MY HEART'S OFF IN CHINA 

(Written in New York) 



If sometimes my eyes have a far-away gleam, 

It's because I am trav'ling — I'm not where I seem. 

My heart's off in China, I hear its long call; 

The wanderlust's got me — I'm dreaming — 'that's all. 

My ears catch the street-huckster's minor refrain 
Where the tinkle of camel-bells sings through the rain; 
My heart's off in China, and whistling a tune 
To the jolt of a mule-cart over stone roads at noon. 

You can't know the joy, in your gasoline pride, 
Of a lazy canal boat with China each side. 
And the swing of your chair-bearers never can pall 
As you thread through the mountains by China's Great 
Wall. 

Each spot is a story-book laden with age, 

Replete with the lore of philosopher, sage; 

And the heart that once starts on the Classics' long track 

Leaves part of itself, never wholly comes back, 

In a temple-roof's shade with its odd curly-kews, 
A fig for your Wall Street and all the world's news! 
Your heart's simply China right up to the brim, 
All else on the planet fades hazy and dim. 

V 

So keep your express trains and sky-scrapers, too! 
There's a lure in the old that there's not in the new. 
Republic or empire, she holds your heart's sway. 
Dear, manifold China, the ancient Cathay! 



BALKED INSTINCTS 

" Balked instincts present a menace to society."- 
Graham Wallas. 



I never had a normal chance to lead a life of crime; 
All tendencies toward godlessness were throttled ere 

their prime. 
One's chances for a rogue's career — statistics never 

vary — 
Are almost nil if parentage be labelled, "missionary." 

The profession that my parents served, the world at large 

delights 
To dub as saintly — foolish — bunk, according to their 

lights; 
But one and all assumption make that the missionary's 

daughter 
Will scarcely be a ne'er-do-well, but will do as she had 

oughter. 

I've never had a fighting chance to be provincial, biased, 
With so much travel, intercourse, and view-point all the 

highest: 
And just when I was growing up and planned another 

life, 
I indiscreetly fell in love. I'm a missionary's wife! 

So all my life I've fettered been, and tied to serving 

others; 
Materialistic tendencies this calling somehow smothers. 
The queer part is, that I would be a happy mother — 

very — 
If either son inclined to be a foreign missionary! 



INCANTATION 

(Built on Memories of the Museum of Ch'ing 
Dynasty Treasures) 



When I am close to penury 

And feeling very poor, 
I have a magic formula 

With potency for cure. 
Tho poverty lurk close behind, 
It's hypnotism to the mind; 
This abracadabra can hurdle each ditch 
And whisk you away to Where You Feel Rich: 

Sapphire, amethyst, chrysolite, and jade, 
Turquoise, chrysoprase, opaline shade; 
Onyx, sardonyx, chalcedonic gem, 
Diamond, costly pearl, regal diadem. 
Amber, topaz, garnet, 

Crystal, tourmaline, 
Beryl, jasper, ruby, 

Quartz, and emeralds green, 
Liquid lapis lazuli — " 

O, how rich I feel! 
Sell me, quick, a thousand shares 
In anthracite or steel! 



THE CERTAIN RETORT 



I have a new coolie 
To polish and scrub, 

To scoop up the ashes 
And wash out the tub. 

If you catch him in sin, 

He replies with a grin, 
"Pu yao chin."* 

He smashes my Tiffany, 
Scratches the paint, 

But, on being reproved, 
With the air of a saint, 

With a smile sure to win 

(He's for saving his skin), 
"Pu yao chin." 

He puffs my cigars 

And borrows my wheel. 
I give him the Harrys, 

Explain how I feel — 
But amid all the din 
He gives me this chin, 

"Pu yao chin 



*It doesn't matter. 




GLOBE TROTTERS 



Way down upon the Yang-tze River, 

Down Hongkong way, 
Canton, Shanghai, Peking, or Mukden, 

That's where the tourists stray. 
All up and down the whole creation 

Madly they roam, 
Still telling how they made their ducats, 
Just what they did at Home. 

Cho: 

All the world is in the guide-book 

Everywhere they roam: 
Oh, golly, how our hearts grow weary 

Seeing some Folks from Home! 

All round our little globe they wander, 

Senile or young. 
Huge is the pile o' dough they squander, 

Many's the time they're stung. 
All loaded up with rugs, embroidery, 

Amber, or jade. 
They'll "tell the world" the story 
Just what a pile they've made. 




A MISSIONARY'S LIBRARY TABLE 

(To the tune of "Sing a Song O'Sixpence") 



Within some high-brow magazine 
The statement you will fin' 

That the books upon your table found 
Are an index of your mind; 

Just take a look, it postulates, 

At the volumes in the rack — 

The owner's taste you then can mete, 
His culture, or its lack. 

But you and I would brand that skit 

As the grossest of all libels, 
Our innate taste we would defend 

Upon a stack of Bibles; 
The books that on our tables lie — 

As we know to our great sorrow — 
Are those that some one sent to us, 
Or that no one cared to borrow! 




PEKING KIDDY JINGLES 



I. WISHES 



If you could be just what you wish, 
I wonder what you'd choose — 
A donkey gay with jingley bells, 

Or horse with iron shoes? 
Perhaps a camel dignified 

That goes with giant strides; 
Perhaps a pig, or else a sheep 

With fat and woolly sides. 
As I go walking through Peking 

And see these animals, 
I simply can't decide which one — 
I'd like them all for pals! 

II. NEW YEAR FIRE-CRACKERS 

Poppety-poppety-pop-pop-pop ! 

We hear them the whole night through, 

In front of each house, in front of each shop, 

A continuous hullabaloo. 

Poppety-poppety-pop-pop-pop ! 

The Fourth of July isn't here, 

But this is the way that the Chinese say, 

"I wish you a Happy New Year." 
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BEWILDERMENTS OF CHILDHOOD 



"I simply flew to pieces/* 

I heard a lady say, 
Yet she'd put herself together 

In some or other way. 

I wonder how she did it — 
Adhesive, paste, or glue? 

Wish I knew the secret 

Of how the grown-ups do I 



I heard 'em say of Grandpa, 
"He hasn't got a tooth!" 

When there, he has two rowsful — 
Can't grown-ups see the truth? 
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SOPHISTICATION 



When I was very young, 

(Jus' three) I used to fret 
About the birdies when it rained, 

'Cause I thought that they'd get wet. 

But now that I am growing up 
(Next month I'll finish four) 
And un'erstand a lot o' things, 
I don't worry any more. 

For birds, I know, have water-proofs 

Made out o' oily feathers, 
That always drip the rain-ness off 

In sloppy, slushy weathers. 

They never have to 'member coats, 

'Cause they wear 'um all the whiles; 
And rubbers never bother 'um 

Tho they go for miles 'n miles. 

i 

When I was three I worried lots: 

At five it's very plain 
That they're in luck — all water-proofed 

And barefoot in the rain. 
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THE JOYS OF PEITAIHO 

From the point of view of a very small resorter 



From the time that the swallows untwitter my eyes 

Soon after the sunbeams commence, 
Till the Sun goes to bed on the far Ch'angli Hills, 

The joys of my life are — immense. 

You think I'm one person, but that's where you're 
wrong — 

I'm ^hundred things more than just Me: 
It keeps me a-humping from breakfast to dark 

Just being the things that I see. 

Being goats or a cow is oodles of fun, 

They have four legs instead of just two, 
With horns, too, besides: and eating you know 

Is the onliest thing that they do. 

A tom-cat or donkey, most anyone knows, 

Is luckier'n us girls and boys. 
To ms some one says, "Be quietl" "Do hush!" 

While they make no end of noise. 

But being a dragon-fly's no easy stunt; 

From a sand-dune your wings you must flap, 
And scoot down the hill at a terrible rate — 

It's the climbing that isn't a snap. 

Sometimes I'm a hopper with long, jumpy legs, 

Or a beetle of some kind or other. 
But when bedtime comes round, I'd rather be Me 

And belong to my Father and Mother. 



SCENES ALONG THE ROUTE 



On the City — Peking 

Hatamen 

No Rain 

In the Hospital 

Signs 

Fragment 

Nikko 
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ON THE CITY WALU-PEKING 

(A Walking Song) 



A whirring of pigeons that circle o'er head, 

The call of the vendors on round, 
The murmur of crowds, inarticulate, dim — 

Faint echoes of oceans of sound — 
These come to my ear as at sunset I pace, 
On the Wall heaped up centuries since. 

Oh, I know what was joy in that long-ago time 

To some imperial Prince: 
Not the sky's own blue in the Temple of Heaven, 

Nor roofs like the daffodils. 
Not his dynasty's pomp of a day; but the Sunt 
The Sun on the Western Hills! 
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HATAMEN 

(A Peking Street) 



Was ever such variety 

As this which passes by? 

Here funerals and weddings crowd 

Their mixed processional 
As formal joy or public grief 

The common gaze compel. 
A cumbrous mule-cart rumbles by, 

My lady screened within, 
A Steward on the springless shafts — 

All types of what has been — 
And rickshaws by unnumbered scores 

Wending their devious routes 
Where peddlars push their slower carts 

Of cabbages and fruits. 
A daring cycle weaves its way 

Through narrow threads of space, 
And here a child or deaf old man 

In sudden, startled case. 
A train of pompous camels pass 
With loads of grain or coal. 
A drove of pigs, or huddled sheep 

Approach their market goal. 
A water-barrow's raucous squeak, 

A vendor's luring cry, 
Thick clouds of dust, like incense smoke. 

To dim the watching eye; 
A deafening honk or siren shrill. 

Swift scurrying to the side. 
And past there dashes down the street 
The rich official's pride. 

What other city's pageantry 
More multiform than this? 




IS 



NO RAIN ! 



May in North China! An amber sky 

And purpling shadows at crest of day; 

The winter wheat all sear with doomi. 

And long-ploughed furrows mere hard-baked clay; 

The Sun turned Jester in mask of dust — 

These are the answers to those who pray. 

May it is, but in farmers' faces 

Implacable fear of famine and cold, 

Of a harvest season with idle sickles 

And threshing-floors bare of wheat to be sold, 

With nothing to glean, and as much to grind, 

And flattened out grain-bags with nothing to hold. 
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IN THE HOSPITAL 



I. — The Main Current 

Here within the Hospital 
Pain's muffled cry I hear; 
A slip-leash moan or restless sigh 
Afflict my listening ear. 

But, hark again! This is but surf 
That whips the coast and then subsides; 
In mighty current, Health sets in, 
With silent, healing tides. 



17 



IN THE HOSPITAL 



//. — Fever Wanderings 

My usual duties huddled lie 
Within a giant chiffonier; 
One drawer is filled with gagged regrets, 
And one, with silly fear. 

Now, unencumbered, I am off 
To take for once the vagrant's trail. 
So, it's ho! for Micronesia now, 
And back, by steam or sail. 

A mendicant, I make my way 
To Mecca, all my life desired; 
From Bagdad to Jerusalem 
I'll wander till I'm tired. 

On Waikiki I'll ride the surf, 
Far swirling Yangtze rapids shoot, 
And stagger out of Pyramids, 
All laden down with loot. 

The Kamakura Dai Butsu 
Shall give me calm, self-discipline; 
A draught of beauty, Taj Ma Hal, 
The Sphynx, a steady grin. 

And only this shall bring me back 
From Steppes where Tartar conquests were 
A cup of broth, a test for blood, 
The glint of a thermometer. 
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SIGNS 
(T'wngehou) 



Poplar leaves crackling 
And chattering with cold, 
Chestnut leaves limp 
And losing their hold; 
A maple ablaze 
With saffrons and reds, 
Frost-bitten marigolds 
Hanging their heads; 
Fluffy puffs blown 
From reeds giant-high, 
Hint of ice-coating 
On puddles near by: — 
No need of a calendar- 
Tokens are clear 
November's in earnest, 
And Winter is herel 
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FRAGMENT OF A POEM ON "POVERTY" 
BY YANG HSIUNG (B.C. 52—18 AD.) 

(Based on Waley's Translation.) 



Others wear embroidered coats, 

My home-spun is not whole: 
Others fare on millet, rice, 

The fennel-leaf, my dole. 
No trinket mine, nor treasure bright, 
Nor aught to give me one delight. 

The swallows by my Father's house 

Play on, content, well-fed, 
While I, a nomad, sell my toil, 

And pawn my coat for bread. 

Bare-backed I work in wind and rain 

On tasks by masters laid; 
My heels are blistered as I hoe, 

My hands are chafed with wielding spade. 

That up the hill of State my climb 

So labored is — now, who's to blame? 
That friends and favorites me forsook, 
Thee, Poverty, as cause I name. 
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FRAGMENT— (Cont. ) 



I fled thee high, I fled thee far, 

But always like a hawk 
Across the hills of heaven thou 

Didst my evasion mock. 
Among the rocks I refuge took, 

In stony caverns hid, 
But up huge steeps thou followest still, 

And laughed at what I did. 
Upon a cypress ship I sought 

Escape across the sea — 
On wave-crest or in wave-trough thou 

Didst ever follow me. 
And, if I move, you somehow stir; 

If I lie down, you rest. 
In all the world no other friend 

That thou shouldst hold me best? 

Avaunt, thou Poverty, give o'er! 
Be gone, and pester me no more! 
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NIKXO THE BEAUTIFUL 

(By Magic From Peking) 



When sleep is coy and hard to win, 

And worries tease my brain, 
Magic takes me journeying — 

The initial stage by train; 
Past Akabane, Utsunomiya, 

With many a screech and cough, 
My engine speeds, then, slowing down, 

At NIKKO lets me off. 

No rickshaw here shall spread a lure 

To haste me to a goal, 
But, under cryptomeria trees^ 

All leisurely I stroll. 
Then past a bend, and up the street 

Care-free I sauntering go, 
And peer in woodcraft, sweetmeat shops 

Which once I used to know. 

High on my left, concealed by trees, 

A grave-yard I can find 
Where ghostly folk and foxes stirred 

A child's romantic mind. 
Then on to where the River roars, 

Beneath the sacred Red, 
And on to where mute Buddhas squat — 

I count them, head by head. 
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NIKKO THE BEAUTIFUL— (Com.) 



The River's music! Warm the sun 

Where shrill the katydids: 
I, stumbling on, do battle with 

The drooping of my lids. 
For still there are waterfalls to see, 

And Iyeyasu's Shrine, 
The brook where once I launched fair ships, 

And played at pantomine. 

Before I've reached the upper town 

Or sailed Chuzenji's Lake, 
Beauty has left no inch of room 

For any care or ache. 
Nantai-Zan's heights with pilgrim bands 

There comes no chance to scale, 
For, gathering wild flowers timelessly, 
I'm lost upon the trail. 

No doubt, if steps should be retraced, 

Upon some wooded steep 
A happy hobo could be found, 

Unconscious, drugged with sleep. 



CARGO OF STAPLES 



Sonnets: — 

Revelation 

The Thought of You 

Peniel 
Copley Square 
Kinship 
Of F. G. S. 
Of F. G. H. 
In Eastern Lands 
Evening Sacrifice 
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REVELATION 



With sturdy body all a-drip with brine 

And eyes that shone like meteors held in space. 

My little swimmer son spoke forth his joy, 

The glow of revelation in his face: 

"I love the ocean, Mother! You know why? 

America is on the other side. . . . 

It doesn't seem so very far away 

With just one ocean, even tho it's wide." 

To casual plungers in the sea of truth 

There comes at times such burst of ecstasy; 

We welter deep in causes, sequences, 

And laws — a Flash ! . . . . We know the self-same sea 

That washes here our momentary shore 

Touches the coast-line of Eternity. 
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THE THOUGHT OF YOU 



As one who, stoking in a furnace-hold 

Of some sea-faring ship, runs to the hatch, 

All grimed and spent with toil herculean, 

A blessed respite all too brief to snatch, 

And stands there, avid, in the morning air, 

And, breath on breath, draws in the healing breeze 

Till blood-shot eyes smart somewhat less with pain 

And muscles taut subside in needed ease — 

So does my spirit, overwrought with work, 
Stagger to gain redeeming thought of You. 
Out in the ample sunshine of your love, 
Undone, I breath your confidence anew, 
Then — fired with strength which love alone 

bestows — 
Back to where the waiting furnace glows. 
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PENIEI FACE OF GOD 



Unsought-for Angel, looming grim and gaunt 
Across my urgent footpath, staying haste, 
Who will not brook evasion, must be faced — 

You shall not quench my faith, my spirit daunt; 

Not yours to find me abject, numb with dread; 
Not craven, cringing, given up to grief, 
With scarce a thought except to find relief. 

Not yours to see me baffled, routed, fled. 

Nay, rather, let me meet you face to face! 

And, tho we grapple, quit me friend, not foe; 
Your touch may leave in halting thigh a trace — 

Your name, dark Angel, tell me, even so; 
This spot shall be ere dawn a holy place, 

Here shall you bless me ere I let you go. 
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COPLEY SQUARE— IN CHINA 

(An American Agent in Interior China) 



You thought me here in China all last night. 

Right here beside you, in this inland town, 

A full month's journey from the China Coast. 

You thought, perhaps, I craved more air 

Than could come sifting through the lattice-frame, 

So pulled my squeaky folding-cot outdoors 

To pass the night hours in the open court 

Of this our high-walled village-inn. You thought 

That I put up with roosters' crows at dawn. 

And all night stamping of the horses' hoofs; 

Just to be rid of rat-raids overhead, 

To fill my lungs up full of mountain air 

Untainted by these choking charcoal fumes. 

Well, air I like, and plenty of it. . . .but — 

Ever been in Copley Square? 

Gone all a-tingle with the varied life 

That crowds its streets? Stars, take you there I 

Just do as I did, man: Lie on your cot — 

All insect-powdered, say you? — that's maskee!* 

Gaze straight at star-lit heavens, lose yourself. 

Set wide the cage-door of your mind, and then — 

As true as is the course of homing doves 

So straight will be the course your thoughts will take 

Back to their previous haunts. 

I was in China all last night, you thought? 
No, back in Boston, leagues on end from here. 
The water of my dreams was never boiled, 
The salads of my munching never cooked, 
Just to effect their microbes' massacre. 
I climbed the Library steps, agog with joy. 
And, just inside, the Sciences and Arts 
Each welcomed me as one too long away. 
(Just then the carter cursed aloud in sleep.) 

*Never mind 
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COPLEY SQUARE— IN CHINA— (Continued) 



And, on the walls, I saw my sombre Prophets, 
The radiant splendor of King Arthur's court. 
And endless rows of books, and books, and books . 
Enough to satiate this starvling's mind. 
After, I wandered right across the square 
To where the Saint of Boston ministered 
And drew his people to the One he served. 
The quiet of old Trinity, its peace, 

Fell, dewlike, on this thirsty exile's heart 

Why do men stumble at the thought of God 
As One invisible to human eyes? 
So near, so real can be the out-of-sight! 
I saw La Farge's Christus in the nave, 
With sea-tint background all of onyx-stone, 
So luminous, aglow 

Come, it's time these mule-carts started on 
If we're to see the district magistrate. 
Why should my prattle stop the harnessing? 
That magistrate, he scents our quest, 
And knows we're after mines, not scenery. 

The keeper of the inn — Ritz-Carlton, this! — 

Awaits us at the gate as we pass out. 

All unctuous graciousness his manner is; 

All but his eyes — they're hawks that scout for tips. 
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KINSHIP 



When first in other years my sun 

Turned sudden night at life's high noon, 
And sorrow's wintry touch I felt, 

I who had lived but days of June — 
Then, as an exile from my kind, 

Through grief estranged, I walked alone; 
Of would-be comforters I thought — 

You have not known, you have not known. 

But with the inner sight which comes 

To eyes deep cleansed by heart-sprung tears 
I saw at last my kinship wide — 

That all have suffered through the years. 
As Elder Brother One I claimed, 

Who paced Gethsemane alone; 
Toward Him in comrade-wise I turned, 

For He had known, for 1 He had known. 

When in our day colossal Grief 

Goes stalking through our war-cursed earth. 
Here in his gruesome trail I find 

A fellowship more close than birth, 
Stronger than tie of blood or speech: 

For, all who suffer or make moan — 
Wide company in every land — 

Are kin of mine, since I have known. 
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OF F. G. S. 



Vivid, vibrant in her ways, 
With energy and force replete, 
She flashed across our duller moods 
With lucent laugh and fancies fleet. 

Where she is gone there cannot be 
Mere pale inaction, rest; 
Where she is gone needs must be life, 
And life abundantly expressed. 
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OF F. G. H. 



"She is with God", they say, nor is it hard 
To think of her with Him, who walked in life 
In close discipleship. I know full well 
She is with God. 

But think not thus to make her distant, gone I 
I hear, above all doubt that grief can spell, 
God's Other Name — The Great I Am — 
With Us — Immanuel. 
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IN EASTERN LANDS 

" No foreigner's ancestor he, nor westerner's exalted 

saint, but God's own son " — 

Poem of Pastor Hsi. 



For that my lot is cast in Eastern lands 
I would the better comprehend the One 
Who loved His native Palestinian soil 
And worked beneath an Oriental sun. 

Here where the palsied importune for alms, 
The lame go halt, the many sightless grope, 
Make real the Jesus of Capernaum 
Who unto such was Life, and Light, and Hope. 

Here where the adolescent's strength is sold 
For food 1 , where child-life barter is for maize, 
To justice as a flood, to righteousness 
As streams, help me to dedicate my days. 

I see the sun-baked earth dry up the seed, 
And ruthless drought consume the hard-won grain- 
Teach me to understand the prophet's words: 
Jehovah cometh as refreshing rain. 

Because I live within a City's walls, 

And know thereby its jostling, needful ways, 

The City of our Dreams more plain I see 

Whose walls salvation are, whose gates are praise. 
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EVENING SACRIFICE 



An aged Chinese, who before 1900 had been a 
teacher of the missionaries massacred in the province of 
Shansi that year, was asked to write an account of his 
last conversations with them that the Church might have 
it as an historical record. The work taxed his feeble 
strength greatly. When offered remuneration for his 
time, he refused, saying, "This shall be my evening 



sacrifice 



fie 



Within Jehovah's temple courts — 

So is the record found — 
His priests with daily joy performed 
Their sacerdotal round; 

But with the hush of coming night, 
Their daylight tasks complete, 

The smoke of Sacrifice they raised 
In adoration meet. 

Look now upon Thy servant, Lord, 

Whose evening closes in! 
He chose the keeping of Thy house 

And not the tents of sin; 

For Thee he bore his brethren's hate, 
His neighbors' scorn, disdain; 

He saw — it seemed — Thy Cloud depart, 
Thy prophets scattered, slain; 

He gathered up their martyr bones, 

And laid them in the sod: 
Through all he kept Thine altars, Lord, 

Nor knew another god. 

And now at eventime of life 

His sacrifice ascends, 
A savor sweet to waiting heaven 

Before his long dav ends. 
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